FALSE COLOURS
' Olivia, of course, .spoke for me and told a very good
tale—that we were two of a party which was ranging
the country about and was studying birds. The
Rolls, she said, was too big for our present needs,
but we or one of the others would come to seek her
as soon as she was required. Meanwhile, if the farmer
would house her, we would pay him a shilling a day.
Upon this, the goodwife—for the farmer was in the
fields—made haste to open the doors of a well-found
barn and, when I had put in the car, promised to let
no one touch her unless they produced her keys.
She then gave us some excellent coffee and fresh-
baked bread, and whilst we were discussing this fare,
Olivia asked her some questions about the farm. The
idle conversation brought forth valuable fruit. Before
we had done, we had learned that, though this spot
was favoured, the northern side of the mountain was
very dry, for that all the springs seemed to break on
the southern side, " which is why/1 said the dame, " we
are lonely,- for nowhere else hereabouts would a farm
have water enough to serve its needs. But we have
the Hohenems water, which is the best in the
world."
With that, she showed us a rill which ran by the
side of the house and seemed to come down from a
culvert beneath the road.
"That is the water that serves the Castle of
Hohenems which is beyond the hills. Myself, I have
never seen it, but my husband's nephew says it is
very fine. There is a courtyard there as big as a
market-place."
" But how/' said Olivia, " how do you know it's
the same ? "
" It is from the same dell/' said the woman, lifting
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